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and pray that he might be protected. And Mrs.
van Berchem had already been to see him to talk
it over. Werendonk would have preferred her
not to interfere, but it was nothing but friendli-
ness because she had heard about it at the Kolks',
and had promised Floris to put in a good word
for him. She herself had a son, a student, who
lived away from home, and she laughed at the
idea of being afraid of the temptations in the
city. But the smallest temptation, which one boy
wouldn't even consider, for another might be a
great danger, just as damp wood does not burn,
but a bundle of straw bursts into flame from a
single spark.
He forgot his work, staring past the lamplight into
the darkness, thinking of the time when misfortune
had begun for his sister and her child. He had
done his duty, brought up the boy well, and together
with his brothers had worked to wipe the stain from
his name. Now the time was approaching to send
him into the world. It was no use fighting against
that. He felt hot, and rising from his seat, went
and stood so close to the window that the raindrops
splashed on to his hands. Then he noticed how
quiet it was, everyone was asleep. He sighed and
thought: How quiet it will be when the boy is not
at home. The clock in the Tower was striking
one o'clock when he shut the window. He looked
again at the cash-book where the debts were listed,